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happy early years in Palestine when youthful vigour made
light of hardship and danger. He is now well beyond his
sixty-fifth birthday; his life up to this point, with all its
joys and triumphs, has been a severe strife against many
kinds of hindrances which have left their mark upon him;
and the asthmatic affection already mentioned has played
its part in hastening his apparent age. There exists a
photograph of him, taken at about this time, in which he
kneels before his easel, gun beneath his arm, and dressed in
the costume which he wore when he painted The Scapegoat;
the same costume, but the man greatly aged since the days
when he sat by the Dead Sea. But, except for the asthma,
he is still healthy; handsome, indeed, with flowing beard
and eyes which tell of rare gentleness.

The departure of himself and his wife took place in the
autumn of 1892 ; and, after a happy and highly interesting
tour in Italy and Greece, they embarked at Naples for
Alexandria, whence they journeyed on to Cairo; " which I
found," writes Hunt, " after an absence of thirty-nine
years, so changed that in the morning, on sallying forth into
the Usbequieh, I should have been unable to guess that it
was part of the same Cairo that I had known/1 Next came
a trip up the Nile to Philae, and at the end of March, 1893,
the travellers set out for Jaffa and Jerusalem. This last
glimpse of Jerusalem was fraught with interest both for
himself and for his wife, but the place had changed greatly
since the early days. He tells us that when first he
approached the city in 1854 there was not a house to be
seen outside its walls, but that now upon the whole surround-
ing landscape had sprung up " stone houses and cabins of
every variety of ugliness, villas with verandah blinds and
chimney pots, sheds of corrugated iron and factory chimneys.
All the dear old windmills had disappeared or were in ruins,